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To my Beloved Wife 


The Baptist 


Come to the realms of insanity. 
Come to me to wash away 

The filth of wisdom! 

You won't find anyone better than me 
For Baptist and godfather; 

John is dead, as you all know, 

And all the others are infected 

With eternal sapience. 

You won't find anyone better! 

I am the only one who loads 

His guns with kisses 

In times of random bullets 

And death for blasphemy. 

I am the only one who cries "J am afraid!" 
When I am afraid, 

I am shaking! 

When fever takes me suddenly. 

I am choking! 

When I do suffocate 

By the exhalations of those kind gentlemen 
Who loathe insanity, 

You won't find anyone! 


Poets 


In cold, dim cells 

Under the ground 

Secretly we read in hollow voices 

Poems written by dear ones who have departed. 
Then for the second, third and the thousandth time 
We revise some of Our Poems 

Hidden in the caverns of memory. 

We fix them up, dream that one day 

We may uncover them to sunlight. 


We yawn, wake up, 

Put them back into old cases of the ancestors, 
Lock them up, and 

Confused, 

We go out to the street, 

Putting on 

The masks of servility, 

Performing the roles of the fools of old, 
Afraid that They might discover 

We are poets! 


The Stallion 


Borrowing the visage of an old sullen stallion 
Waiting for the coup de grace, 

I shall throw myself back in my chair 
Browsing aimlessly the old newspapers. 
Filled with boredom. 

I wait to hear the call 

To pay the final bill 

For all what God gave me 

And deprived me of. 


Soon the gates will open. 

I shall not ask the guards; 

My destiny never makes me worry. 
I want nothing but to free this heart 
From the long prison. 

I want to sleep without fear. 

Oh! This journey has worn me out! 


10 


A Song to Photographs 


Photographs, strange photographs 

Of pompous generals 

And distracted poets 

Feeling their importance for the survival of the 
world. 

Photographs of forsaken prostitutes, 

And promising ones. 

Of engineers, businessmen, ex-governors, 

Chinese men with flattering smiles, 

Priming Swedes, frowning Germans, drunken 
Greeks, 

Belarusian young maids for sale online..... 

And perishing Iraqis. 


Photographs, photographs, photographs. 
Behind each one lies a life, 

A death, a birth, documents, 

Passports, lies, 

Moaning of swift love-making. 


So many things 

They have not done 

Before they surrender themselves 
To everlasting sleep. 
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The Song of the Eighth Sister 


O, little orange! 

Seven brothers I have, all soldiers! 
One has gone to Baghdad, 

The six are mine!" 

(From an Iraqi children's folk song) 


O, little orange! 
O, my little blue orange! 
I have ... Oh, I had.... 


One went mad in prison. 

One was executed by a firing squad. 
One was lost in the morgue. 

One strayed in the trenches. 

One wept until his eyes turned white. 
One wandered and wandered and wandered 
Seven times around the earth, 

Then killed himself by cigarettes 
When he found no one 

At our old house 

Except a ghost of my sister, 
Rambling in the haunted place 

And singing for the six who left, 
And for me; 

The one who sits here 

Alone.. watching the ruins !! 
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'L'Internationale' of Al-Qa‘ida 


From Bali to Tizi Ouzou 
From Kandahar to New York 
From Madrid to Hai-il'amil1 
The anthem is blooming: 

"kill, kill, kill" 

xk 

Take care of no details. 

"kill, kill, kill" 

Time shall make you 

More dexterous, more skilled. 
xk 

At your age I was 

When I sow them with a grand saw 
Beheading a base infant 

From a sect of unbelievers. 

I got enthusiastic 

And praised Allah three times! 
xk 

Firmly hold the feet. 

I shall hold the hands. 

Let us sway him a little 
Before we through him down 
From the towering balcony. 
For whole two weeks 

Ants shall eat 

From the scattered brain matter 
Of the brainless old man! 





! Hai-il'amil "The District of the Laborers ", A large poor district in 
Baghdad which have been the target of several terrorist attacks. 
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Don't be confused my son; 
Beheading is not so hard to learn. 
Your dreams shall calm down 
And soon you will get used 

To the warm redness 

And the lovely rhythm: 

"kill, kill, kill" 
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A Little Song for Valentine Day 


One day 

I will close my eyes 

And whisper to you: 

“Don't cry, my love. 

There’s nothing to fear. 

My ship is awaiting. 

Thank you for the wonderful journey” 
KK 

Maybe you will go ahead of me. 

And with my hands I may close 
Your lovely eyes. 

Then I will kiss your hands 

And say nothing but: 

Thank you for the wonderful journey. 
KK 

If what they say would come true 
And we met “there” 

I would abandon every thing: 

All the promised pleasures, 

All the couches and pitchers of nectar, 
And rush to you, 

Kiss your eyes, 

Say nothing but: 

Thank you for the wonderful journey. 
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A Hymn to my Statue 


One day they will erect a statue 
Of me, the little mortal, 

Made of stone 

Or a rusted metal. 


Let the rain wash me; 
I hate the showers of cold water 
Out of the hands of the bored cleaners. 


Don’t write my name ! 
Don’t write my birthday ! 
Don’t write my day of departure ! 


Don’t be angry, my dear passers-by 
When I don’t receive you cheerfully; 
Don’t expect me to remember 

Your faces or your names; 

My memory is oozing 

Like a coarse sieve! 


Under my feet 
Kindle a small fire, 
And let the paupers gather around. 


I don’t want a plaza 

Or a park 

I don’t want riverside. 
Nail me to the pavement 
Or an abandoned turning 
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Put my hands in my pockets 

Or cross them over my chest; 

I don't know what to do with them 
If you left them free! 


Put some mud on my shoes 
And a pen in my shirt’s pocket, 
And hang on my ribs 

A handful of question marks ! 


17 


An Autumn 


“I feel sorry, deeply sorry, 
For... 
Every thing” 


The old man knows a lot of things, 

And in his brief journeys 

Between the house and the coffee shop 

He always carries 

The memory of the everlasting desolation.. 


“I feel sorry 

For the city.. about it.. 

For the fading sun 

For the crowned God of Dust 

For the fire that no more gives warmth..” 


Now the old man is crooning no tune but his cough 


“I feel sorry.. for my old house 

For it’s mice.. for it’s wooden windows.. 
For the old magazines.. 

And the picture of James Dean 

Printed in blue” 
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The old man halts, wipes his eyeglasses 
And the cold, non out-of-crying tear drops 
underneath. 


Now he looks at the careless sun.. 
“Oh, how fast runs this train!” 
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In Praise of Yo-Yo Ma 


With the four strings of thee 

You play with the four chambers 

Of my aching heart, 

Whose chords you tighten and loose. 
And I, like a disciplic dervish 

Who, barefooted, goes pilgrimaging 

A sacred fountain, 

Faint, my limbs loose strength, 

And resign my self 

To the sage who raise me to clouds and 
Bring me back, 

With the tenderness of a loving mother, 
Down to the shadow of a butterfly, 
Down to the sweetness and peace of the dewy earth 
Of a tomb.. or a newly planted fig tree! 


May you live so many years, 
Oh, Virtuoso of Hearts! 
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O, Photographer, O, Old 
Photographer of the Tavern 


O, old photographer of the tavern, 
Pour this straying moment 

In a page of eternity. 

Lads we are and drunken 

In this poor tavern. 

Four comrade we are ... or 

May be six or seven. 

How can we know; 

Drunken we are and naive! 

O, photographer, 

O, good-hearted photographer of the tavern, 
Be kind with us, with our photographs; 
Tomorrow we'll be taken 

To war. 

O, grieved photographer of the tavern. 
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The Traveler's Bags 


What do the soldiers carry 

In their traveling bags? 

Old socks, 

Prayers of the grandmother, 

Sleeping pills 

And a picture of the little beloved brunette. 

What do the soldiers do when they arrive 

To the new slaughterhouse? 

They will unload the cooking pots and the tents 

They will erect two bathrooms made of tin; 

One, on the right, for His Excellency the 
Commander, 

One, on the left, for Their Excellency the officers. 
They will dig a temporary draining ditch 

In a fold of land wrapped in camel’s thorn. 

They will look to the sky.. to the clouds. 

They will curse, they will damn, and dream 

About death, about running away, and about the 
blind night missiles. 

And what will the soldiers take with them on 
decamping? 

Cooking pots, 

Their folded Tents, 

The bags of dead comrades, 

A bitterness in the mouth, 

The smell of phenol, 

Confused, distracted eyes, 

And a prick...deep in the heart. 
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Bells 


Ding.. dang.. 
Ding.. dang.. 


My legs are letting me down. 
My hands are letting me down. 
A while before.. 

My chest, 

My breaths, 

My tongue, 

And my heart, 

Have, all, just let me down. 
To this I fall back, murmuring: 
No blame upon a sick man! 





I open the window: 

The wind carries a sole hymn 
Coming from the distance, 
From a million terrified chests, 
Like the ringing of bells: 
Ding.. dang.. 

Ding.. dang.. 

No blame upon a sick man 

No blame upon a sick.. 

No blame..! 
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Yes, It’s me 


Yes, 

I am the slave who tempted Plato 
To drink and drink 

Until he kneeled at my feet 

And wept, disowned everything: 
The Cave, 

The White Horse, 

The Image of The Horse, 

And The Image of The Whiteness. 
Yes, he kneeled and begged me: 
“Take me back to my childhood. 
I want to run barefoot. 

I want to climb a fig tree. 

I want to steal some honey; 


Some real honey, from the boughs of a real cypress 


In areal wood” 


Yes, I am the one who made for them 
The cups of red wine, the writing tablets, 
The strings of the lyre, and the hemlock’s potion. 


Yes.. it’s me! 
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The Song of The Mummified Rabbit 


Look deep in my eyes. 
Get closer please. 

Do you see any trace 
Of the old fear? 


Oh, yeah 

In the place of a heart 

I have two handfuls 

Of cotton and hay. 

That's why I flee not from you 
Like a rabbit! 


Oh! But I prefer, 

I do prefer 

A real heart, 

Even if it was 

A coward one, 

And a pair of live eyes 
Filled with tears! 


Or, I wonder if you 

Advice me 

To stick to the other choice? 
Oh, you, the human 

Who's besieged 

In the distant corner 

Of the pen? 
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A Song to The Weak-minded 
Streetwalker 


And you too. 

Oh, naive classic weak-minded streetwalker. 
How wrong you were 

When you thought that women 

Are still giving that once precious thing 

For a piece of bread! 


No hunger in my homeland, 
No hunger my dear; 

Hills of garbage, 

Left by the new masters 
Who grow like mushrooms, 
Are filling the land. 

There you can find 

All pleasant and tasty nourishment 
For dogs 

Cats 

And voters! 
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Don't be silly. 

That rotten thing 

Is no longer a good excuse. 
It's nothing but an empty can, 
A blind street lamp 

Shaken by a dumb wind 

In a forsaken alley. 


Don't be silly! 
Don't! 
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The Eternal Custody 


Like a forsaken crown prince 

Crawling toward his nineties 

(Who recounts the windows of his cell, 

And, one by one, drops on them 

Stone-made curtains, 

And turns to the eternal calendar hanging on the wall 
To draw some white circles 

Around the dates of the annual castration) 

The. “made-redundant-by-his-own-self” 

Was massaging his corpse 

Against the extinguished stove 

And blessing the shirts that Time had never soaked 
In the blood of poetry. 

Meanwhile, I, the dead king, 

Was, as I remember, in Paradise, 

Drunken, whirled by the dialectics of the atoms, 
Burning Love in a censer made of the bones 

Of my ancestors, 

Practicing the rituals of Euclid 

Which never restored it’s entity 

Or the slumber dominating 

Over the darkness of the chaos. 

That’s because I understood nothing. 

Because I travel like a worn-out surprise. 
Because I unveil my face 
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In the merging blueness, 

In the recurring births, 

In the inchoate soul, 

And in the maps that flow 
Between my eyes... and the walls 
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A Tale 


It's about a man 

Who sheds half of his life 

Lying on the divan of his loneliness. 
Amazed, he opens his mouth, closes his eyes, 
Turns on a wrecked radio 

And dreams one daily dream 

Which he never abandon; 

A worn-out, regular dream: 

To take off his sandals 

And walk into the valley of pleasures, 
To disrobe and roll his flesh 

In an ash that’s not cooled down yet, 
Neither bitten by the snowstorms 

Or the silence of Time. 

It’s about a man who never rise up 
But to feed his blind cat 

And firmly lock the doors. 

It’s about a man who’s never sinned 
Or repented or wept or drunk or fortune-told 
Or kissed a lip... 

It’s about a man who feels cold! 
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The Song of Almutanabbi Street 


Like a homeless dog with two crying eyes 
I clench my teeth on the book 

And run from street to street 

Haunted by "the comrades", 

The mob, 

False Imams, 

Brokers 

And flies. 


I, gasping like a dog, 
Hold nothing but this damned book..... 


-ZZZZZ! 
A bullet over my head 
Another between my legs 


Where is the abandoned dump? 
Why have I lost my way to it? 
-ZZZZ! 

A Bullet between my legs 
Another in my forehead 

And a third in the book! 
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A Farewell Song for the Crowded 
Sidewalk 


Sorry, my roaring sidewalk. 
I think I have grown old. 

My trembling three legs, 

My breathlessness 

And repeated poses, 

Make me just another pebble 
Blocking your weary course. 


Be patient with me. 

Bear me little more; 

I may leave you forever 

At the next turning! 

Even though I know 

You will not keep enjoying 
The fluency you dreamt of; 
There will always be 

Pebbles, 

Stones, 

And pitfalls. 

But I, 

Despite the heartbreak of separation 
And the little prick in my chest, 
Am happy for you, 

For your next 

Beautiful 

Short leap! 
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The Psalms of Rakoom the Blackened 


Introduction 
This collection of odes, written in the old 
Dahma'l (Blackened) language, was found at 
the ruins of the ancient city of Rakoom the 
Blackend (Rakoom al-dahma'). The facts that 
these odes (or Psalms, as named by their 
unknown author) possess a great scientific 
importance and cast more light upon a critical 
period in the history of Dahma'i civilization 
motivated a group of our venerable historians 
to issue this reliable, precise translation. 
N.B. some lines or words in the original text 
are unreadable (seemingly intentionally 
erased) and are replaced by sets of dots 
between two brackets. 


The Higher Committee of Archaeological 


Research 
29-2-2960 A.D. 
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Psalm No. I 
"A psalm dedicated to the love of Man, by the 
blind minstrel of Rakoom; when he was in the 
prime of his youth, before They tear out his eyes" 
O, Man! 
How many times I recite the odes of thy glory! 
Thy virtues I try to count 
But fail to reckon. 
Trees go high and high 
But thou art the most splendid. 
And those summits struggling with the clouds, 
Thy glory reaches beyond them. 
For thee the storms are and the clouds. 
For thee the sun, and bird's melodies. 
For thee the dissolute poems and the solemn ones. 
For thee the vines and the swarms of bees which 
buzz over the fields. 
Colors, tones and horizons 
Are all, yea, all, for thee 
Only for thee, the one whom I would never 
Be tired of singing for his love. 
KKK 
Not in vain I write my poems. 
My songs are not out of imprudence. 
Thou art beneath my shirt and 
Over the strings of my lyre. 
I say nothing but the truth, 
Hence I will witness, 
Hence I will confess 
That I love thee! 
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Let me, then, bow 

To read thy hands 

While they make their miracles. 

Let me listen to the eyes of the doves 
Which pick up the grains from them. 
Let me touch their plumage which 
Knows well how to praise thee. 
Then come with me 

And look at that lonely boat. 

Gently come near and listen 

To the swaying moan 

Of his longing for your joyful presence. 


O, my venerable old man! 

Absorbed in maps and (...) and microscopes. 
When you take off your eyeglasses, 

And stroke your goatee, 

Thinking how to overcome a new puzzle. 
I will step to thee 

And kiss thy inky fingertips 

And thy sweating forehead! 

Oh, my enamored young man! 

Thy doleful whistling as you wander 
Over the desolate dock 

Is nothing but a heavenly song 

No one can sing 

But the winged angels! 

For you I bow 

My wandering sheep. 

For you I weep... 

For the wolves that are coming! 
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Psalm No II 
"In Longing for the Tempest" 


Why, then, all this happened? 

Why did the tempest come then soon fled 
Leaving me here 

Ruminating on my odious grief? 

What I thought to be a blessed travail 
Was but a spell of an old recurrent mania. 


O, glorious tempest, come back! 

And overthrow the dome of my magnificent 
sepulcher. 

This silence did wearied me and 

In the roaring thunders of yours, 

In thy luminous lightening, 

In thy furious billows 

My salvation is. 

Selah! 
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Psalm No. III 
"By the Imam of the Songsters, When they 
Expelled him From the City." 


In my braveness of heart I call you. 

Like a rotten old scientific fact, 

Like a song the musicians are bored with, 
Like a spit I send in the air, 

I shall mention your names one by one... 
That I am...I am.. Oh, my heart's aged! 

I am tired of thinking of you, 

You who are (........ ) 

Sinking for ever in the black mud! 

(....) Was it because I gave shelter 

To one blind lark in the inviolable altar? 
Was it because I queried the secret of the crooked 
backbones 

In this offspring 

You extradited me to the night guards 
And tore my eyes out? 
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Psalm No IV 
"An Incomplete One "' 


As they are driven to the forsaken slaughterhouses 
Where each balloon is filled 

With a thousand souls and sixty songs 

Released as scolding letters sent to the gods 

By the "sage and guardian of Rakoom" 

At that time I shall love thee ever more than before 
And tie our souls with a thousand string 

Made out of my veins 

To the old sacred tree, 

The tree of suffering, pain and blood, 

The tree of free(....)m. 

Selah ! 
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Psalm No. V 


In Rakoom thou canst try to laugh or weep. 
Nothing would come out of thy chest 

But feeble rattles of death! 

Oh, in vain thou endeavor ! 

Thy face is distorted by the prolonged fear! 
(...) 

(...) our barren women (...) 

(...) our castrated men (....) 


(ss) 
(eses) 
Yea.... yea... 


Yeas behind the closed doors and before the mirrors. 
Yeas in the air and between the folds of the 
garments. 

.... behind us, before us 

Everywhere. 


We fear from our children lest they (....) 
Hints from our raving. 

And we fear for them. 

O, babies, don't grow up! 

Axes are awaiting! 

My head is cracking!! 

Selah! 
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Psalm No. VI 
"The Sacred Pond" 


Alas to the galaxy that 

Never yet arrived 

To the Promised Oasis. 

The oasis that God promised 
When He released it 

In the face of time-place. 

It wept and begged 

As did the cranes that begged me 
When missed the last opportunity 
To overtake a star that soared 
Beyond the boundaries of eternity. 
The galaxy cried, the cranes wept, 
But I withstood 

Taking refuge with the sanguine chords of silence. 
Seasons were collapsing before my eyes. 
Years were freeing there legs, 
Hurrying after my unhurried pace 
While I roamed and roamed 
Around the poisonous pond. 
Curiosity almost kills me 

Every time I see in the water 

The visage of my father, roaming 
Around a poisonous pond 

In which he sees 

The visage of his father 

Roaming, roaming, roaming .. 
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Psalm No. VII 
"To the Dawn" 


Why is the dawn late? 

Is it true that Aurora dead? 

We have been awakened to pay 

Our morning prayers, but 

They have not, yet, kindled the kiln 
For morning bread. 

Cows we have not heard their mooing. 
Hungry kids have not kicked 

The doors of their barns. 

(....) 

Oh, we have forgotten 

What the voice of the roosters looks like! 
coldness kills us! 

Selah! 
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Psalm No. VIII 


" " 
*....... 


Women of the villages 
Crawling to the cemeteries 
To sleep with the ghosts 
And give birth to children 
With gloomy faces 

And sad eyes 

Like the eyes of old men 
Burying their children 

In times of war and drought. 


And this is my bleeding mouth 
Palsied by the levanter.. 
Still chanting. 


But tears betray me and silence comes over me 


When I remember my lyre 

And look at my dexterous fingers, 
My long dexterous fingers 

That was run over 

By the iron wheels. 

Selah! 
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Psalm No. IX 
"Outside the City walls.. in the Wasteland of 
Rakoom" 


And you, predacious eagles ! 

What prevents you from praying upon me 
While I am alone... in this endless space 
Made of mud and blood? 

Me, the armless. 

Me, the eternal sleepwalker. 

Me, the corpse, 

The staggering half- corpse ! 
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Psalm No. X 
"To his Murdered Friend" 


And take me back to my home. 
I am bored with blood in the streets. 
Selah! 


Psalm No. XI 
"A Psalm to the Voices" 


Enough, enough of that! I shout. 
O, patriarch of golden temples, 
Stop, for this evening, 

Your boisterous prayers. 

Allow me to listen 

To the voice of the rain 
Dropping on the gloomy roofs. 
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Psalm No. XII 
"By the Master of the Players of Chords, 
Secretly, to the Concubine of the King" 


O, little adulteress! 

O, hungry daughter of Rakoom! 

Didn't I cover you with my veil 

When the drunk cast you away 

Under the poles of street lamps? 

Wasn't it me who gave you 

The bread of the temple to eat? 

Didn't I give you it's holy wine to drink, 
And buy your sins with my blood and prayer? 
Don't curse me, my daughter 

Don't rejoice at the misfortune of mine. 
I was in chains 

When They took you 

Out of my house 

To dance, naked, in front of the king! 
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Psalm No. XIII 
"An Elegy for Rakoom" 


O, Rakoom of my early boyhood! 

O, orchard of daisies dancing to the dawn, 
Washed by dewdrops haunted with charm and 
mysteries. 

O Rakoom the pure, the virgin who gave 

The wine of here femininity 

To a sailor whom she never knew. 

A sailor who cast here over the first harbour.. and 
departed. 

O, my Rakoom! The lady who struts 

In dresses of pearls and velvet. 

O, the most noble sinner in the world of ours! 
How it came that you are naked, hungry 

And denied by the old lovers? 

O, Rakoom of lasting travel! 

O, the smell of fresh bread 

Made in allies of the poor! 

How come that my mother died, 

The kiln faded away and the lights in our home 
Are blown out? 

O, Rakoom the beloved! 

O, Rakoom the vanquished! 

O, the most formidable execution room 

In the world of ours! 
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Psalm No. XIV 
"A Psalm for Destiny" 


Wailing wagons take us away. 

They bring us back. 

All in vain! 

These distances, 

These territories, open plains and prairies. 
These restless hands of hours. 

Are all in vain! 

We sleep, we wake up. 

We listen to songs. 

These times of drunkenness. 

All kisses.. deaths and births. 

Couches of pleasure and eternal beds of earth. 
But all these things are in vain! 

O, vainness, bitter vainness 

That I never had won, for a single hour, 
Your embrace. 

O, virgin with cut feet, 

That soars, for ever soars 

Away from the sky of Rakoom! 
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Psalm No. XV 
"A Psalm for Tomorrow" 


Fifty years from now, 

Postmen, 

Perfumed letter papers, and the small shops 
Which sell wine and bread, 

All will cease to exist. 

Fifty years from now, 

Our children will be vaccinated, 

By orders from The Eternal Master, 
Against love and poetry... 

And damned flower allergy. 

Fifty years from now, 

We will grow fifty grieves. 

Fifty years from now, 

Doors of the city will be locked 
With further fifty padlocks. 

Fifty years from now, 

Who of the witnesses will survive ? 
Fifty years from now, 

Selah !... Fifty years ! 
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Psalm No. XVI 
"A Psalm for the Harvest" 


A bitter harvest it was, O, my daughter ! 
That we waited and waited. 

Petals, 

Spikes, 

Lungs, 

Spaces and dreams 

Turned black as coal. 

As the sun snowed ashes 

When shone the stone sun of The God of Rakoom. 
When the moon retreated in her boat 
Taking refuge with other skies. 
When Water lost his virility, 

And Earth her lust. 

Then we reaped blackened apples 
Having the odor of betrayal; 
Blood-red milk; 

Honey of pus; 

Lunatic sparrows; 

Salty wines; 

False bibles; 

Delusive miracles; 

Dubious songs; 

Legions of feverish locusts; 

Eternal, 

Unshakable, 

Deep-rooted, 


49 


Doubled, 
Sublime, 
Immortal grief, 
And a life, 

Selah, a short life ! 
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Psalm No. XVII 
"A Psalm to Feet" 


And I said I shall sing this song to thy bare feet. 
Thy feet which lost their way 

To the gate of the great city wall 

And strayed in the fields of The Lord. 

Thy feet/ two children running after the clouds, 
Wading in brooks of virginity, 

Sweet like stolen kisses, 

Washed with clay and tiredness, 

Slim like the shadow of an old Buddhist, 
Pallid like a summer dawn, 

Playful like a reckless wave, 

Wise like a drop of water, 

Burning like tears of repentance, 

Clumsy like a handwriting of a young lover; 
Unconcealed like the secrets of:a poet, 

Then I raised my voice in my vault. 

The prison guards said "he's been mad." 

To this I raised my voice again, 

Listening to the ringing of my rusty chains. 
And said I shall acclaim them: 

Thy soaring feet 

Because they...."Forever mock every fading metal" 
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Psalm No. XVIII 
"A Psalm to his Maid" 


For the girl that has not come yet 

I shall light a candle.. two. 

For her I shall burn incense 

And sprinkle rose water. 

For the child.. whom I will never see, 

I shall dance until the morning 

And drink a thousand toasts. 

For my little baby 

Who comes out of endless graveyards. 

For my daughter, the daughter of my brother, 
My father and my teacher whom I have forgotten 
I shall sing in her day which I wait for. 

And I shall cry... 

For I... will not see her.... 


Psalm No. XIX 
"A Psalm for her" 


O, mad wise sacred adulteress! 

How many poets passed under thy window 
But you cast like a foul mulberry 

And sat there.... 

By your open window 

Waiting.. Oh, waiting! 
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Psalm No. XX 
"A Psalm to Boredom" 


Like the figure of a withered saint 
On a dusty icon 

My head is encircled 

With an aureole of boredom 

That sends out its tufts, 

Pair after pair, 

To swaddle my collapsing body. 


Like a putrid gel of blood and mud 
Swept at midnights 

Away from dooryards of slaughterhouses 
By ancient mademoiselles 

Exhaling from chests about to depart forever 
An orange smoke 

Swarming with bats 

And dreams which won't come true. 

Like the sperm of an aged billy goat. 
Like a rusty scalpel. 

Like a coagulated language. 

Like the sleep of usurper sultan. 

Like the morning after mother's death. 
Like the sweating of an adulterous wife. 
Like the socks of a dead soldier. 

Like this emptiness 

Encircles my head, 

Selah, 

An oriole of boredom. 
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Psalm No. XXI 
"A Psalm to my Chains" 


And O, my crazy cold chains 
You've never been beautiful 
And won't be..... 

Selah ! 


Psalm No. XXII 
"A Psalm for the Road" 


And after forty double days 

I shall feel tired 

And sit at the secret pond 

And long immerse my head 

In it's silent silver water. 

I shall warm myself near the fire set for me 
By my blind sacred patroness 

Then let my eyes wander in the road 

That throw itself under my feet 

Like a sleeping serpent. 

The road From which I came. 

The road that sinks in the mist of the ravines. 
Then I shall set my eyes at the heights, 

At the road in which I shall go. 

The blue road that twists 

Sinking in the clouds of the mountains. 
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Psalm No. XXIII 
"A Psalm to the Tribe" 


And here I am, trying since the seventh day 
To open some stubborn petals 

To sleep in or die in. 

Here I am, getting more reluctant 

Till the language between us would vanish: 

I soar with my delicate wings of innocence 
While you dig your tunnels 

With claw of authority's iron. 

Every morning I exchange a bag of my blood 
For a new book in which I spell 

Clear warm letters. 

While you open, with closed eyes, 

A sole book rotted by dampness of centuries. 
Every evening I open my windows to the sun 
And search for the stars behind. 

While you hide in the shadow of sticky threads 
Vomited by thin-skinned spiders 

Which dream of flying 

But grow airsick. 

I collapse then rise up, you rise up to collapse. 
It's a destiny of ours.. distorted for ever: 

For you the sword, for me coughing. 

For you the scepter, for me wild Iris. 

For you this day, yesterday and tomorrow... 
For me ..... nothing for me ! 
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And like the ticks of a secret clock 
Chases me the tearing 

Between concealment and declaring, 
And hold, like a wipe stained with blood, 
My despised glorious lineage, 

And wander among phantoms 

For whom, from whom I cry. 

It's a destiny of ours 

To remain there, 

Sleeping forever under the feet of a crooked date- 
palm, 

A pre-last martyr ! 
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Psalm No. XXIV 
"A Psalm in the Memory of the Fire" 


When the prophecy told you 

That Rakoom will burn 

The way out was crowded with leaving wagons. 
But I was alone, 

Walking along the road leading to it, 

To water my olive tree. 


No children are left over in Rakoom but me, 
The blind old man ! 


Psalm No. XXV 
"A Psalm for the Coming" 


I shall certainly die thirsty 

And much rain will pour after me. 

Good appetite for you who are slumbering 

In the wombs of the coming days ! 

You who are feeding from placentas of tomorrow. 
You who are sucking at the breast of freed(...... ). 
I do not want you to remember me, 

That won't be helpful for me. 

But I pray to the gods 

That you never face the trial once more: 

All this blood ! 
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Psalm No. XXVI 


"A Psalm for the Ruins" 


O, my Almighty ! 
Is this then... 
All that has remained !? 


58 


Ji Weşanên Yekîtiya Nivîserên Kurd/ Duhok 
www .duhokwriters.com 


1) Nivêjek Mestane Li Dor Gunbeda Cizîrî/ Vekolîn/ Dr. Fazil Omer 2004 
2) Xewnên Tazî/ Helbest/ Ruxweşê Zîvar 2004 

3) Wexerek Di Nihêniyên Deqî Da/ Rexne û Vekolîn/ Yasirê Hesenî 2004 
4) Biyavê Xwandinê/ Vekolîn/ Celal Mistefa 2004 

5) Li Ber Derazînka Têkistan/ Xwandinên Wêjeyî/ Selam Balayî 2004 

6) Xwandingeha Birsîkrinê/ Çîrok/ Sedîq Hamid 2004 

7) Hizir û Dîtin/ Hizir û Rewşenbîriya Giştî/ Dr. Arif Hîto 2004 

8) Çend Rêyek Bo Deqî/ Vekolîn/ Sebih Mihemed Hesen 2004 

9) Berperekê Winda Ji Jyannama Selîmê Esmerê/ Çîrok/ Enwer Mihemed 
Tahir 2004 

10) Çend Xwandinek Şêwekarî/ Vekolîn/ Star Elî 2005 

11) Janên Sînahiyê/ Roman/ Tehsîn Navşikî 2005 

12) Qîses Min Bîlad Alnercis/ Hesen Silîvanî (çapa diwem) 2005 

13) Gotarên Rexneyî/ Komele Witar/ Hoşeng Şêx Mihemed 2005 

14) Geriyanek Di Nav Baxê Edebê Kurdî Da/ Reşîd Findî 2005 

15) Sotingeh/ Roman/ Bilind Mihemed 2005 

16) Siyapoşê Zêmarî/ Çîrok/ Dr. Fazl Omer 2005 

17) Şanoya Hevçerx û Çend Dîtin/ Siyar Tmir 2005 

18) Viyan Di Demekê Jandar Da/ Roman/ Mihsin Ebdulrehman 2005 

19) Teknîka Vegêranê Di Kurteçîrokên (Fazl Omerî) Da/ Vekolîn/ Nefîsa 
Îsma'îl 2005 

20) Mêrî û Kevok/ Çîrokên Zarokan/ Dr.Ebdî Hacî 2005 

21) Hejde Çîvanokên Gurga/ Çîrok/ Ber: Mihemed Ebdule(Çapa Diwem) 
2005 

22) Rustemê Zalê/ Dr. Arif Hîto(Çapa Diwem) 2005 

23) Şhîna Çyayê Spî/ Çîrok/ Nizar Mihemed Seîd 2005 

24) Cemiserê Siyê/ Kurte Çîrok/ Xalid Salih 2005 

25) Ey Roj/ Neçe Ava/ Pexşan/ Selam Balayî 2005 

26) Ji Rewşenbîriya Kurdî/ Vekolîn Gotar/ Nacî Taha Berwarî 2005 

27) Zarokên Cîhana Aştî û Aşopê/ Vekolîn/ Hizirvan Ebdule 2005 

28) Duhok Di Serboran Da/ Bîrewerî/ Sedîq Hamid 2005 

29) Cak Drêda û Helweşandin/ Vekolîn/ Dr. Fazl Omer 2005 

30) Dawya Şervanekî/ Roman/ Îsmet Mihemed Bedel 2005 

31) Pêlên Rexneyî/ Rexne/ Nîmetula Hamid Nihêlî 2005 

32) Dema Hêşta Gyanewer Dişiyan Biaxvin/ Çîvanokên Milî/ werger: Hecî 
C'efir 2005 

33) Ber Bi Deqê Xomalî/ Deq û Şrovekrin/ Îbrahîm Ehmed Simo/ 2005 
34) Mêmêtîkis/ Ji Hizirkirnê Taku Aydiyolociyayê/ Dr. Fazl Omer/ 2005 
35) Keltor.. Nasiyonalîzim û 'Erebkrin/ Vekolîn/ 'Ebdal Nurî/ 2005 

36) Peyvên Bê Perde/ Vekolînên Rexna Edebî/ Ebdulxalq Sultan/ 2005 


59 


37) Nivistin Di Çavên Nêrgizê Da/ Helbest/ Beşîr Mzuyrî/ 2005 

38) Ji Felsefa Berxudanê/ Helbest/ Remezan 'Îsa/ 2005 

39) Ewê Djî Hemiya/ Kurteçîrok/ Sebih Mihemed Hesen/ 2005 

40) Nijyargerî/ Dr. Fazl Omer/ 2005 

41) Bîst Sal û Êvarek/ Roman/ Sebrî Silêvaney/ 2005 

42) Nivêsîn Di Navbera Nivîserên Xwedawend û Lêgeriyan Li Azadiyê/ 
Vekolîn/ Hoşeng Şêx Mihemed/ 2005 

43) Ji Çîrokên Mlî Yên Filklorî/ Cemîl Mihemed Şêlazî/ 2005 

44) Cwahir Alimbid'în/ Munaqşat Adebiye/ Îsmaîl Badî/ 2005 

45) Dîmenên Peçnî/ Çîrok/ Kîvî Arif/ 2005 

46) Tîr Ji Kvana Dweşyên û Ber Têne Min/ Helbest/ Selman Kovlî/ 2005 
47) Kevalekê Ruys/ Helbest/ Şukrî Şehbaz/ 2005 

48) Dewlet û Eşqeka Kevnar/ Helbest/ Deyka Dalyayê/ 2005 

49) Şevên Bê Xew/ Helbest/ Beyar Bavî/ 2005 

50) Azrandina Bendemanê/ Hizirvan/ 2005 

51) Çaxê Roj Dpeyvît/ Helbest/ Şemal Akreyî/ 2005 

52) Dû Çemkên Havîbûn Yaxîbûn/ Emîn Ebdulqadir/ 2005 

53) Rastî û Talan/ Sibhî Mirad/ 2005 

54) Deftera Bê Gunehiyê/ Helbest/ Ebdulrehman Bamernî/ 2005 

55) Ziman û Zimanivanî/ Ebduluhab Xalid/ 2005 

56) Evîn/ Xem û Mirin/ Helbest/ Yeyîb Deştanî/ 2005 

57) Zîndana Bçuyk/ Helbest/ Ezîz Xemcivîn/ 2005 

58) Eşiq Di Behişteka Yutubyayî Da/ Helbest/ Mistefa Selîm/ 2005 
59) Ezê Di Hembêza Henasên Te Da/ Çîrok/ Îsmaîl Mistefa/ 2006 

60) Roman Li Devera Behdînan/ Vekolîn/ Remezan Hecî Qadir/ 2006 
61) Raya Giştî/ Têgeh û Pênasîn û Guhorîn û Pîvana Zansitî/ Vekolîn/ 
Mislim Batêlî/ 2006 

62) Helbestên Rengîn/ Hozan/ werger: Tengezarê Marînî/ 2006 

63) Tevinkera Kurd/ Hunermenda Berze/ Vekolîn/ werger: Mesûd Xalid 
Gulî/ 2006 

64) Çapemenoyêt Rewşenbîriyêt Devera Behdînan (1935/2000)/ 
Bîblugrafya/ Wsefî Hesen Ridênî/ 2006 

65) Şeva Frîşte Revîn/ Çîrok/ Îsmaîl Silîman Hacanî/ 2006 

66) Gululka Alozyay/ Xalid Salih/ 2006 

67) Nivêjeka Baranê/ Hozan/ Heval Findî/ 2006 

68) Roj/ Hozan/ Hişyar Rêkanî/ 2006 

69) Eşiq Li Jêr Pira Çînudê/ Bilind Mihemed/ 2006 

70) Werzê Evînê/ Novlêt/ Yunis Ehmed/ 2006 

71) Efsaneya Sitranên Bindestiyê/ Necîb Balayî/ 2006 

72) Xewneka Emirîkî/ Çîrokên Ezîz Nisîn/ werger: Xîrî Buzanî/ 2006 
73) Hizrînek Di Zimanê Kurdî Da/ Reşîd Findî/ 2006 

74) Xanî Mamostayê Sêyemîn/ Mem Şeref/ 2006 

75) Ji Awazên Ciwaniyê/ Hozanên/ Nacî Taha Berwarî/ 2006 

76) Pêdaçûnek Lser Hindek Belgenameyên Taybet Bi Kurdanive/ Vekolîn/ 
Dr. Selah Hirurî/ 2006 

77) Meşa Bokan/ Hozan/ Hîvî Berwari/ 2006 


60 


78) Ew Zelamê Dgel Xo Lêk Cuda/ Şano/ Siyar Temer/ 2006 

79) Pelên Eşqê/ Hozan/ Dirbas Mistefa/ 2006 

80) Şevên Sar/ Roman/ Hesen Îbrahîm/ 2006 

81) Hozan Bo Delalê/ Hozan/ Xalid Hisên/ 2006 

82) Balolka Şekrê/ Çîrok/ Hesen Silêvanî/ 2006 

83) Heyranok/ Nameyên Evîndaran/ Edîb Ebdule/ 2006 

84) Mirin Di Qişleya Padşahî Da/ Çîrok/ Mihsin Ebdulrehman/ 2006 
85) Çîvanoka Gayê Sor/ Filklur/ Cemîl Mihemed Şêlazî/ 2006 

86) Selwa Hêş Belalîske/ Helbest/ Luqman Asîhî/ 2006 

87) Bilîcan/ Roman/ Peruyz Cîhanî/ 2006 

88) Le'lîxana Goveyî/ Çîrok/ Mistefa Bamernî/ 2006 

89) Veger/ Roman/ Şahîn Bekir Sureklî/ 2006 

90) Qedera Min/ Hozan/ Selman Şêx Memî/ 2006 

91) Bêhnişk/ Fulklor/ Mihemed Hesen Bnavî/ 2006 

92) Armanc/ Hozan/ Sebiriye Hekarî/ 2006 

93) Bakurê Dil/ Hozan/ Dilşa Yusif/ 2006 

94) Xewnek Bnefşî/ Çîrok/ Îsmet Mihemed Bedel/ 2006 

95) Nihêniyên Xamey/ Hozan/ Sebrî Nihêlî/ 2006 

96) Henasek Di Peristgeha Ş'rê Da/ Xwandinên Wêjeyî/ Selam Balayî/ 2006 
97) Şorşên Barzan/ Hozan/ Heyder Metînî/ 2006 

98) Eşqa Me Çrayekê Zeradeştî Ye/ Kurteçîrok/ Îsmaîl Mistefa/ 2006 
99) Tenihistan/ Helbest/ Kemal Silêvaney/ 2006 

100) Rostemê Zal/ Fulklor/ Haciyê Cindî/ 2006 

101) Meqalat Neqdiye/ Micemu'et Niqad / 2006 

102) Bergotiyên Koçerekî Deştînebûiy/ Hozan/ Îsmaîl Taha Şahîn/ 2006 
103) Dev Çi Nabhîsn!/ Kurteçîrok/ Têlî Salh Mûsa/ 2006 

104) Şeveka Bê Nivêj/ Hozan/ Layiq Cemal Kurêmey/ 2006 

105) Paraduksîzim û Têgehê Wê Di Hozana Nûxwaza Kurdî Da Li Devera 
Behdînan/ Vekolîn/ Îsmet Xabûr/ 2006 

106) Dosiya Barzanî Di Sindoqa Pîlayî Ya Stalînî Da/ Vekolîn/ Wezîrê Eşo/ 
2006 

107) Helebçe/ Helbest/ Seydayê Keleş/ 2007 

108) Çavên Sîtavkê/ Roman/ Tehsîn Navşikî/ 2007 

109) Bakurê Helbestê/ Helbest/ Arjen Arî/ 2007 

110) Geriyaneka Bê Hûde/ Çîrok/ Nefîsa Îsma'îl/ 2007 

111) Sure Brîna Şeva Min/ Helbest/ Selwa Gulî/ 2007 

112) Eşq Di Xilwegeha Mirnê Da/ Helbest/ Aştî Germavî/ 2007 

113) Srudên Rojhelatî/ Çîrok/ Celal Mistefa/ 2007 

114) Ariyana Sînurên Dûr/ Helbest/ Mesûd Xelef/ 2007 

115) Awazên Xameyî/ Lêkolîn/ Nîmetula Hamid Nihêlî/ 2007 

116) Beyta Sîsebanê/ Hizirvan/ 2007 

117) Ger Tu Mabayî/ Hozan/ Selman Şêx Memî/ 2007 

118) Leşê Şevê/ Helbest/ Selam Balayî/ 2007 

119) Dalehî Yên Kesekê Bi Tnê/ Çîrok/ Dr. Arif Hîto/ 2007 

120) Çend Hizrên Rewşenbîrî/ Gotar/ Nacî Taha Berwarî/ 2008 

121) Helkulîna Zimanî/ Vekolîn/ Dr. Fazl Omer/ 2008 


61 


122) Xewneka Kîvî/ Helbest/ Deyka Dalyayê/ 2008 

123) Ji Bo Rênivîseka Çêtir/ Vekolîn/ Îsmaîl Taha Şahîn/ 2008 

124) Petromekirna Gunehan/ Çîrok/ Mihsin Ebdulrehman/ 2008 

125) Rojanên Şêtekî/ Têksitên Edebî/ Adîb Ebdule/ 2008 

126) Roj Ava Dbît Da Bhelêt/ Helbest/ Sedîq Xalid Hirurî/ 2008 

127) Bajêrê Dîna û Çend Çîrokên Din/ Karîkatore Çîrok/ Têlî Salih/ 2008 
128) Evîn û Sitran/ Hozan/ Fêsel Mistefa/ 2008 

129) Govenda Jînê/ Hozan/ Dr. Xeyrî Ni”mo Şêxanî/ 2008 

130) Kepezê Xewnan/ Helbest/ Xemgînê Remo/ 2008 

131) Bênder/ Helbest/ Diya Ciwan/ 2008 

132) Spîhistan/ Kurte Çîrok/ Xalid Salih/ 2008 

133) Hêcbûn// Têksitên Edebî/ Ehmed Yasîn/ 2008 

134) Têksit Di Navbera Gotara Rexneyî û Rêbazên Edebî Da/ Emîn 
Ebdulqadir/ 2008 

135) Payîzeka Şîn/ Helbest/ Tirîfe Doskî/ 2008 

136) Em Boçî Ktêban Çêdkeyn?/ Gotar/ Hoşeng Şêx Mihemed/ 2008 
137) Şevên Pirag/ Hesen Abrahîm/ Roman/ 2008 

138) Çîrokên Wergêray Ji Kurdî Bo Înglîzî/ Çîrok: Loqman Asîhî/ 2008 
139) Deh Xewn/ Komeka Helbestvanan/ Helbest/ 2008 

140) Raprisîn û Rawergirtin/ Misilm Batêlî/ Vekolîn/ 2008 

141) Têksitên Edebî/ Xalid Hsên/ 2008 

142) Pira Arta Yan Bihayê Giran/ Enwer Mihemed Tahir/ Sê Şanogeriyên 
Wergêray/ 2008 

143) Tirsa Bê Didan// Roman/ Helîm Yusif / 2008 

144) Bîrhatnên Serixweş/ Sîrwan Qiço/ Helbest/ 2008 

145) Payîza Peyvan/ Seebrî Silêvanî/ Lêkolîn/ 2008 

146) Meydana Kûçkan/ Îsma'îl Silêman Hacanî/ Kurteçîrok/ 2008 

147) Çend Stêrên Geş Di Esmanê Helbesta Nû Ya Kurdî De/ Xelîl Duhokî/ 
Vekolîn/ 2008 

148) Dîwanên Botanî/ Sebrî Botanî/ Helbest/ 2008 

149) Ziman û Edeb û Mêjuwa Kurd Di (Rojî Kurd) Da 1913/ Hecî Ce'fer/ 
Vekolîn/ 2008 

150) Lavja Kevnewarekê Xembar/ Gulnar Elî/ Helbest/ 2008 

151) Snurên Vekrî/ Îsma'îl Badî/ Çavpêkeftin/ 2008 

152) Pesnên Amedxanê// Helbest/ Henîf Yusif / 2008 

153) Twafa Yarê// Helbest/ Emerê Le'elê /2008 

154) Tiyora Wêjeyî/ Û: Dr. Arif Hîto/ Vekolîn/ 2008 

155) Saloxet Di Heyranokan Da/ Cemîl Mihemed Şêlazî/ Vekolîn/ 2008 
156) Şano.../ Siyar Temer/ Vekolîn/ 2008 

157) Min Nevêt Ji Leşê Te Bibarm/ Beyar Zawîtey/ Hozan/ 2008 

158) Sêhrebendî Ya Berdewam(Zimanê Çameyî)/ Fazl 'Emer/ Vekolîn/ 2008 
159) Saku/ Nuzad Mizurî/ Kurteçîrok/ 2008 

160) Ferhenga Klasîkên Kurd/ Mesûd Xalid Gulî/ Vekolîn/ 2009 

161) Ew Pyawey Be Lamewe Rit Bû/ Behir Muftî/ 2009 

162) Çend Babet û Lêkolînên Zimanî/ Ebdulwehab Xalid/ Vekolîn/ 2009 
163) Sîmiya Alixîtab Alş'rî/ Dr. Mihemed Sabir Ubeyd 2009 


62 


164) Rojanên Edebyata Kurdî / Çîkî/ 2009 

165) Li Bersifka Me Befr Barî/ Mihsin Qoçan/ Hozan/ 2009 

166) Deng û Helingiftin/ Azad Dartaş/ Xuyindinên Rexneyî/ 2009 

167) Alişewaf... Aleyile Alaxîre/ werger: Samî Alhac/ Çîrok/ 2009 

168) Kîmiyager/ werger: Dr. Lezgînê Avdrehmanî/ Roman/ 2009 

169) Ew Pyawaney Le Naw Rengî Tablokanim Sema Deken/ Nale 
Ebdulrehman/ Çîrokan/ 2009 

170) 100 Salya Zana û Nivîserê Kurd Qanatê Kurdo/ Tusinê Reşîd/ 
Komeleka Vekolînan/ 2009 

171) Helweseyên Zînê/ Dr. Arif Hîto/ Ş'r/ 2009 

172) Baxure/ Mihsin Ebdulrehman/ Roman/ 2009 

173) Pêla Reş/ Hişyar Rêkanî/ Ji Bîreweriyên Pêşmergeyekî/ 2009 

174) Kimêdê Gewr/ Sedîq Hamid/ Roman/ 2009 

175) Demê Nîçe Bi Xo Dibêjît/ werger: Salih Yusif Sofî/ Vekolîn 2010 
176) Babê Mino/ Mihemed Selîm Siyarî/ Kurte Çîrok/ 2010 

177) Meqha Al'umiyan/ Enwer Mihemed Tahir/ Qîses Kurdiye Mutirceme/ 
2010 

178) Ew Xanma Henê/ Hesen Silêvaney/ Hozan/ 2010 

179) Sewdaserî/ Xalid Sindurî/ Hozan/ 2010 

180) Henaseyên Ş'rê/ Ebdulrehman Bamernê/ Hozan 2010 

181) Şev Jî Daxfin/ Demhat Dêrkî/ Helbest/ 2010 

182) Frîn Di Bencerê da/ Hizirvan/ Helbest/ 2010 

183) Stafkên Evro û Duhî/ Şemal Akreyî/ Helbest/ 2010 

184) Ez û Tu Bi Dîtneka Dî/ Nacî Taha Berwarî/ Helbest/ 2010 

185) Ne Heval Ne..! /Ehmedê Şoşê/ Helbest/ 2010 

186) Çend Gulek Bo Yara Min/ Selman Şêx Memî/ Helbest/ 2010 

187) Dara Çil Awaz/Edîb Çelkî/ Helbest/ 2010 

188) Peyaleka Din Tarî / Bîlge Sûmer/ Helbest/ 2010 

189) Wexerek Li Nav Pêrbestَên Zimanê Kurdî(Kirmancî) / Fazil Omer/ 
Zimanivanî/ 2010 

190) Seyê Hêja/ werger: Ehmedê Zero/ Çîrok/ 2010 

192) Dîrasat Neqdiye e”n Aladeb Alkurdî/ Meqalat nuxbe min alinuqad/ 
Dîrase/ 2010 

193) Lêkolînên Wêjeyî/ Komeka Nivîserên Kurd/ Vekolîn/ 2010 

194) Xewnên Helawîstî/ Selwa Gulî/ Helbest / 2010 

195) Layê Dî Yê Prê/ Tehsîn Navşikî/ Roman/ 2010 

196) Bêdera Ruys/ Behrî Reşîd/ Helbest/ 2010 

197) Kurte Çîroka Kurdî Li Devera Behdînan/ Xalid Salih/ Biyografî/ 2010 
198) Dem alsinewber// werger: Bedel Revo/ Helbest/ 2010 

199) Şihîna Şevbihwêrkên Dil/ Konê Reş/ Helbest/ 2010 

200) Rêbazên Edebyatê/ Hêvî Berwarî/ Vekolîn/ 2010 

201) Asê/ Têksitên Edebî/ Xalid Hsên/ 2010 

202) Malbata Bedirxaniyan/ Dr.Selah Mihemed Silim Mihmûd Hiruri/ 
/Dîrok/ 2010 

203) Ji Destipêkî Heta Destipêkê/Sebrî Silêvaney/ Gutarên Rexneyî/ 2010 
204) Li Ber Têhna Bersivên We/ Komele Dîdar/Luqman Asîhî/ 2010 
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205) Pişîkên Stenbulê Jî Lexern/ Îsmaîl Hacanî/ Çîrok/ 2010 

206) Diyarda Mirina Zimanan/ Vekolîn/ Ferhad Hacî/ 2010 

207) Xerîbî/ Helbest/ Elinid Mizurî/ 2010 

208) Hepareyên Baranê/ Helbest/ Dr. araf Hîto/ 2010 

209) Xewnên Şum/ Helbest/ Deyka Dalyayê/ 2010 

210) Deravek Ji Rexnê/ Vekolîn/ Nîmetula Hamid Nihêlî/ 2010 

211) Çîrokên Cadugerî Bo Zarokan/ Çîrok/ werger: Hecî Ce'afer/ 2010 
212) Sê Şanogerî/ Şano/ Jaro Duhokî/ 2010 

213) Çesteyên Firok/ Çîrok/ Mihsin Ebdulrehman/ 2010 

214) Dahênan Di Edeb û Gotara Rewşenbîrî Da/ Gotar/ Nacî Taha Berwarî/ 
2010 

215) Evîn û Enfal/ Roman/ Hesen Îbrahîm/ 2010 

216) Demê Pivdank Dipeqin/ Kin Çîrok/ Salih Xazî/ 2010 

217) Vînima/ Helbest/ Sû”ad Silêvanî/ 2010 

218) Ma be’de el’erd/ Vekolîn/ Siyar Tmir/ 2010 

219) Deşta Dubanê/Helbest/ Ebdulezîz Hacanî/ 2010 

220) Çend Berperek Ji Rojnamevaniya Kurdî/ Rojnamegerî/ Musedeq Tovî/ 
2011 

221) Tefkîk alnes/ Muqarbat Neqdiye/ Xalîde Xlîl/ 2011 

222) Neyiya Bendemanê/Kurteroman/ Kemal Silêvaney/ 2011 

223) Nêzîkî Dumahiya/ Kurteçîrok/ Sebîh Mihemed Hesen/ 2011 

224) Çend Gotin û Pejinên Kurdan Ji Devera Badînan/ Îdiyemên Kurdî/ 
Nizar Mihemed Seîd. 2011 

225) Xewnek Le Derewey Bazine/ Şanogerî/ Helket Îdirîs Ebdid/ 2011. 
226) Mîr/ Vekolîn/ Nîkolo Makiyafîlî: werger: Salih Yusif Sofî. 2011 
227) Sîtavka Mirovekî Havî/ Kurteçîrok/ Sîpan Ebdula/ 2011 

228) Şopên Rundikan/ Roman/ Hizirvan Ebdula/ 2011. 

229)Almihreqe/ Rîwaye Kurdiye/ Bilind Mihemed. werger: Samî Elhac/ 
2011. 

230) Lê Lê Weso/ Sipêdeka dî/ Derdê Evînê/ Yunis Ehmed. 2011. 

231) Qila’e Behdîna/ Ebdulkerîm Findî/ 2011 

232) Stiranên Kometayî/ helbest/ Rizgar Kêsteyî. 2011. 

233) Evîn û Welat/ helbest/ Emerê Le’elé / 2011. 

234) Give Bayekê Kanûnî/ Helbest/ Arif Hîto / 2011. 

235) Ferhenga Hîzar(Navên Kurdan) / Ferheng/ Mesûd Xalid Gulî/ 2011 
236) Alşeyx Yunis Alkurdî/ Dîrase/ Dîrase We tehqîq: Îsma'îl Badî/ 2011 
237) Dîwana Serdayî/ Helbest/ Berhevkrin: Tehsîn Duskî/ 2012 

238) Şopa Xezalê/ Helbest/ Huşnig Usê/ 2012 

239) Şervanekî Sûrî Dûr/Helbest/ Fethulle Huseyinî/ 2012 

240) Min Deftir Alantîfade/ Qîses/ Hesen Silêvanî/ 2012 

241) Qefdek Ji Helbestên Şingalê/ Komeka Helbestvanan/ 2012 

242) Di gel Çirkan/ Helbest/ Mistefa Hisên/ 2012 

243) Sinorên Dînekê/ Helbest/ Hilbîn Baqir/ 2012 

244) Perê Spî/ Helbest/ Tîroj/ 2012 

245) Gotgotik/ Helbest/ Şe'ban Silêman/ 2012 

246) Bijare / Helbest / Fêrîkê Ûsiv . 2012 
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247) Kurê Sava Re'nayê / Roman / Enwer Mihemed Tahir . 2012 
248) Malanê / Kurte Çîrok / Macid Elheyder / 2012 

249) Henasek Ji Tîpên Xewna Sinoran / Helbeset/ Gulnar Elî / 2012 
250) Gulzar / Helbest / Şêx Tahirê Şuşî/2012 

251) Çîrok / Çîrokên Lyonardo Davinşî / Wergêran Îzet Yusif/2012 
252) Haris alnercis / qîses Qesîre / Dr. Sekvan Xelîl Hîdayet/2012 
253) Dastana Hestên Kuyvî/ Helbest / Şîlan Mihemed Hesen/2012 
254) Rogeha Eşiq Têda Mirî/ Helbest / Behrî Reşîd /2012 

255) Helbestên Bijare/ Helbest / Bariyê Bala /2012 

256) Çend Gotarên Wêjeyî/ Gotar / Arjen Arî/ 2012 

257) Wesa/ Helbest/ Wecîhe Bidalirihmn/ 2013 

258) Sehne/ Çîrok/ Cîhan Roj/ 2013 

259) Elî Baba Û Çil Diz/ Helbest/ Ferhad Hacî /2013 

260) Vejenên Rexna Edebî/ Werger/ Nizar Selman Tahir/ 2013 
261) Êvarek Bêyî Te/ Helbest/ Mihabad Hemîd/ 2013 

262) Veçirîna Pirçê Sitêran/ Helbest/ Subihî Melkayîzî/2013 

263) Dîroka Kurdan Ya Nû/ Vekolîn/ Dr. Selah Mihemed Silîm/ 2013 
264) Qesaid Teşeq Alşems/Qesaid Kurdie Mutercme/ Tercmet: Hesen 
Silêvanî/ 2013 

265) Filamoş/ Çîrok/ Jaro Duhokî/ 2013 

266) Çavê Sîê/ Çîrok/ Tehsîn Navişkî2013 / 

267) Qehweyeka Tehl/ Çîrok/ Kîvî Arf/ 2013 

268) Ji Eşqa Zimanê Şirîn/ Vekolîn/ Anwer Mihemed Tahir/ 2013 
269) Kifnê Pîrê/ Çîrok/ Îsmayil Silêman Hacanî/ 2013 

270) Piraktîzekirina Rexna Nû / Dr. Nîmetula Hamid Nihêlî/2013 
271) Sê Vehînok/ Mela Mehmûd Mistefa Yûsifî/ Dîwan/ 2013 

272) Dîv Av/ Têkistên Hunerî/Şano/ Enwer Tovî/2013 

273) Gul Dibe Kul/ Helbest/ Mistefa Hisên/ 2013 

274) Dîwarên Zindanê/ Helbest/ Îsmet Alosmanî/ 2013 

275) Lûleper / Helbest/ Xalis Xelîl/ 2014 

276) Bêhna Axê/ Helbest/ Dilbirîn Halo/ 2014 

277) Pêlîn/ Helbest/ Ebdulezîz Silêman/ 2014 

278) Sercem Çîrok/ Çîrok/ Dr. Fadil Omer/ 2014 

279) Naterîb/ Çîrok/ Mihsin Ebdulrehman / 2014 

280)Zanista Rexneyî/vekolîn/Tengezar Marînî/2014 

281)Berçavka Cadoyî/roman/Hesen Îbrahîm/ 2014 

282) Çend gotar û pirsên civakî/gotar/Beyar Bavî/2014 

283) Wêneyên hizirî/helbest/Nacî Taha Berwarî/ 2014 

284) Jîlemoya kevalekî bijyayî/ helbest/ Aştî Germavî/ 2014 
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These poems are unique. I see the poet put his 
transparent and beautiful soul in a world of 
poetry full of delicacy. The poems, here, tell 
the world, do look again deeply to the 
sensitive man from his inside and see how 
much he cares about every thing, although 
there are things that are small, but they do 
have their own life. We need to respect every 
thing creatively. More than that I see the 
poems here say: O people, beautifully look to 
the world and enjoy its eternity peacefully. 


Sohel Najim 
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